





DUTY 
ROSTER 


LIGHT! 


U.S.A. -~ 
ULTIMATE 
SPECIAL 
AGENT / 


(INFRAGIRL ! 


THE 
HYPERNAUT | COMPLEX, HERE 


WITHIN MOUNT 
RUGHMORE?? 


ARRIVED SOONER 

IE NOT GOR SOME 

BUSINESS IN DALLAS 
THAT NEEOED 
DEALING WITH | 


SHALL 
WE Go. 
INSIDE? 


i - SPATIAL PARADOXICAL PARALLEL POLY- 
SCRIPT = AFFABLE -& PENCILS: ROARIN’ ¥ INKS= DASHIN’ “& CHROMES: MUSTY. 
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AYE ! MY SOLAR I I/M EAGER COR ; 
STAFF SHALL ACTION ! ONE SHOT OF 
ACTIVATE THE VITAMIN OMEGA AND 
I'M AS FRIGKY AS A 
FIFTY-YEAR-OLD! 


YOUR FIRST PRES- 
IDENT THAT WE 
MAY ENTER / 





THE MEETING 
ROOM'S AHEAD! MAY- 
HAP OUR FRIENDS WILL 

SHARE YOUR WILD 

EXUBERANCE., 











>. AND. STAY OUT OF THIS, LITTLE 
MAYHAP MAN! THIS 1S BETWEEN ME 
THEY Witt A BEER) 282 Bua car-cace ANO Tsay 
Nor! AMERICAN TECHNOLOGY 
BEATS HIS ALIEN JUNK 
HOLLOW 








HOLD, VALIANT We SORRY, HONEY! T/A T'D BEEN 
FRIENDS LET Us AFRAID THE GIRL-TALK J MEANING TO 
NOT BRAWL WHILE |7? WILL HAVE To WAIT ASK! WHAT IN, 

UNTIL T'VE BRIEFED SAMHILL ARE 
TO ATTEND J EVERYONE ON THEY ? 


7 2 | | eee ae ote 
\; ae WEAPONS | < 
» a 
ee ¢ 
pay nm 








ULYSSES HAS A POINT! T'VE SEEN SIMILAR. 


WEAPONS ON ALIEN WORLDS, BUT FOR EARTH 
> THEY'RE YEARS AHEAD OF THEIR TIME! 


HUH! SOUNDS 
TO ME LIKE You'Re 
ALL AS HOPPED-UP AS 
THE BUMS INTHIS LOUSY 
DIME NOVEL! 


“T WISH IT WERE THAT. SIMPLE, “THE FURY LATER DELIVERED 
N-MAN ! THESE WEAPONS WERE THEM TO SOME, ER, ENDS 
FIRST USED BY A SUPER-CRIMINAL OF OURS, OR. KENT KANE 

CALLED THE VOIDOID AGAINST A AND HIS ASSISTANT MARLA 

YOUNG ADVENTURER KNOWN MASON, FOR ANALYSIS ! THEY 

ra PASSED THEM TO U6 /" 


(* SEE isH #2: 

THe Waweeaer 

= --ANNOVING AL.) 

ON THE WEAPONS, WE HMMM! ACCORDING TO MWY Wh WELL WHAT ARE WE 

FOUND 6UBTLE TRACES DATA-BANKS , ONE OF THE WAITING FOR? LET'S 

OF RADIATION UNLIKE SOURCES |S GREENWICH SADDLE UP THE 
ANYTHING ON EARTH / QE VILLAGE AND THE OTHER TOMORROBILE 

(5 ON LEXINGTON ANO 1A 
AVENUE... 





HOWEVER THE 
GLOBAL SENSORS 
HERE IN THE TOMORROW 
COMPLEX SHOW TWO 
SOURCES OF SIMILAR 
RADIATION, OTH 
IN MANHATTAN / 





STRANGE 
TERRITORY 7 


YOU KNOW, REMIND ME TO 


IDEA! T'VeE = 
BEEN ENGAGED | ? 
WITH THIS ULysses, INE 
MYSTERY ALL }f MORE THAN P] A FEELING THIS 
WEEK / You've BEEN 

ENGAGED 


i CaNTeut wear viecaINy \ilm 
THING ELSE THESE SINISTER DEVELOP- 
LOOKING? G ne ENTS 
=] $ HE TALKS OLD-| 
— FASHIONED 


aii , WHOOPEE! 


1 
MANHATTAN, 


GREENWICH 
FIRST OR LEXINGTON 
‘AVENUE? % 


RADIATION 
SOURCE... 


HuRey IT 

UP, ALREADY | 

I DON'T CARE 
WHERE We LAND 
0 LONG AST CAN 
GET OUT OF THIS 
BLAMED GOLD- 
FISH BOWL {/ 





HMMM! OR. KANE, WHO'S 
INVESTIGATING “THE 
VOIDOI0'S WEAPONS, (5 
SUPPOSED TO BE FRIENDLY 
WITH THE TOMORROW 
SYNDICATE | 


Holy 
SMOKES !THE 
WHOLE DARN 
TOMORROW BT WHEREVER THEY'RE 
SYNDICATE, HERE T Guess HEADED, SOMETHING 
INMANHATTAN! I AS IT HAS TOBE TELLS ME THAT MRS. TUDGES 
WONDER WHERE Y’ SOMETHING LITTLE BOY RICKY SHOULD 
THEY'RE GOING?) PRETTY BIG / DEFINITELY TAG ALONG !! 
VY, ON LEXINGTON AVENUE. [EE 
t tate La HORUS! TIS 
HEY, LooK ! KEEP THE DEVIL. 
IT'S THE AND | BACK, \| YER PLAYING 
TOMORROW THE N-MAN! I] PLEASE! IE TRAFFIC | 
SYNDICATE! Boy,| H-HE'S 50 THERE'S | UT OWL 
THAT INFRAGIRL \ HIDEOUS ! NOTHING BA TURN ME BLIND 
SURE IS A 


BETABERS, 


» TO SEE! 
PEACH i ™ t 


OKAY, EVERYBODY ! \-(T'S INCREDIBLE | HAVE WE FOUND 
THERE'S NO VISIBLE MY X-RAY SCAN A HIDEAWAY 
RADIATION SOURCE BELONGING TO 
HERE ON STREET LEVEL, | LOGICAL LABYRINTH, UNDERMAN OR 

HERE BENEATH THE BROTHERS OF 
LOOK A LITTLE THE STREETS OF JON THE KRAKEN?T'O 
DEEPER! s NEW YORK !! oof BETTER ALERT 


WHAT'S 
HE DOING? HE'S 
JUST STARING AT 
THE SIDEWALK !?/ § 





OKAY, WE'RE ALL SET! 
HYPERNAUT, YOU AND 
HORUS HANG ON TIGHT | 


ALROIGHT, 
Boys, YE/VE HAD 
YER FUN, BUT O'/LL 





TRULY, 
FRIEND (NERAMAN, 
YOUR SORCERY |S MATCH- 
LESS THAT ALLOWS US TO 
BECOME 50 SMALL WE PASS 
BETWEEN THE SIDEWALK'S 
\ VERY MOLECULES / 


BI 7 xo sooner Vi 
SAID THAN 
DONE! 


THE TOMORROW 
COMPLEX / 
PHOTOGRAPHS 
OF THIS 


PATRICK! WHERE 
OID THEY 


FS 
JUST WONDER 
WHERE WE'LL FIND 
OURSELVES WHEN 
WE REGAIN OUR 
NORMAL SIZE 





MYSTERY MILE? HA! & KNOCK IT OFF, N-MAN! 
YOU MEAN THIS GUESS THESE THIS LOOKS SERIOUS ! 
PIG-STY 1S WHERE CREAM-PUEF WHERE ARE MYSTERY. 
THOSE TERKS MYSTERY. BARBELLS INCORPORATED 7 
INCORPORATED? MUST BELONG 
WOW ! LUCKY T, TO THAT 
FOUND MY WAY /N. SIS8Y THE 
VIA THis AIR-SHAFT! 
THIS (5 BIGGER 
THAN £ 


SHRINKING 
DOWN TO DIME- FOOTPRINTS. 
SIZE T CAN SPOT FOR EXAMPLE! 
THINGS THAT TO ME THEY'RE SOME GADGET 
BIGGER EYES LIKE SAND- ! CREATED BY 
MIGHT MI6S! DUNES!! TOWARDS THE FAMOUS 
! THAT : CRAIG CRANDALL: 
STRANGE ZB T'Ve BEEN 
ITCHING TO GET 
WHERE DO y A LOOK AT THAT 
THEY LEAD, OVER-RATED 
(NERA~ if 











BUT THIS TECHNOLOGY IF WE WANT TO 
INSIDE» | \S INCREDIBLE / \T IND OUT WHERE 
SEEMS 10 BE SOME ALL THE _\/ THOSE STRANGE 

SORT OF DOORWAY FOOTPRINTS ‘ WEAPONS CAME 
(NTO PARALLEL LEAD INTO , FROM OR WHERE 
UNIVERSES |! MYSTERY INCOR- 
@.\ PORATED WENT) 

THERE'S ONLY 

ONE PLACE 











LETUS MAKE 
HASTE TO THE 
TOMORROBILE, 
AND BRING IT 


HEARD THE MAN) 
SYNDICATE 
SCRAMBLE! 











Roarin’ Rick Veitch -- probably the most 
‘overworked cartoonist in the history of his 
field. At the height of his career he found a 
‘way to squeeze even more comics out, 





He’s Looking for People 


Who Like to Doze 


DAY HUNDREDS of overworked 

men and women who never thought 
they could find more time in their busy 
schedules are working four, six, even up 
to eight extra hours a day and sometimes 
even getting paid for it, They can all 
thank Roarin’ Rick Veitch, the desper- 
ately overburdened artist who discovered 
‘a way to increase his deadline production 
by 30%! 

Since he often fell asleep at the drawing 
board anyway, Roarin’ Rick reasoned that 
if he could keep his hands working while 
his mind slept, he could augment his 
output tremendously. As it went, he was 
often in a stupor, even when awake! So, 
Roarin’ Rick created a series of self- 
hypnotic phrases which he repeated over 
and over as he bashed-out a 64-pager and 
nodded off. 


RARE BIT FIENDS 
When Roarin’ Rick awoke, he was aston- 
ished to find a complete comic page 
waiting for him, one he had no conscious 
recollection of working on! Stranger still, 
these auto-illustrated artifacts seemed to 
accurately depict his most secret and 
personal dreams! With a nod to the 
revered Winsor McCay, Rick called these 
mysterious subliminal comics his ‘RARE 
BIT FIENDS’ and went on to produce 
hundreds of them, marveling at their 
strangely fascinating storylines and the 
Intriguingly symbolic roles his friends 
and co-workers acted out in them. 

















SOME OF THE PEOPLE ROARIN’ 
RICK HAS DREAMT ABOUT 

Sturdy Steve Bissette: Author/Artist/Self- 
Publisher of "TYRANT’ and perennial 
Sixty-Three wage lave, who shares 
Sweatahop Studio space and atmosphere 
with Roarin’ Rick. "Now I know how the 
sumbitch really feels about my various 
personality disorders!” 


Dave Sim: Author/Artist/Self-Publisher 
of ‘CEREBUS’ and fellow workaholic. 
“They're telling you to self-publish, stu- 
pid."” 

Affable Al Moore: Heartless boss and 
39-year old adolescent. “I don’t care if 
you ARE asleep -- if you're drawing 
‘comics, they better be OUR comics! 

Jaunty John Totleben: Collaborator on 
‘upcoming ‘HELLHEAD’ and Sweatshop 
‘Stablemate. “Heh - you should see MY 
‘dreams sometime!” 

Neil Gaiman: Author of the OTHER 
comic book about dreams. “I like the part 
where I'm Uncle Feater. I mean...it was 
lovely.” 

Cindy Veitch: Fellow dreamer and long- 
suffering spouse. “Alright -- who are 
these BIMBOS you've beeen dreaming 
about?" 








APLAN TO DO MORE 

“RARE BIT FIENDS' 

Under threat of impending litigation from 
his friends and co-workers after they saw 
themselves in ‘RARE BIT FIENDS', 
Roarin’ Rick said: “Bzzsnork...snk, Huh? 
Oh...yeah. I bet there are people all over 
the world who might like to read some- 
thing really weird like this, Why not give 
these readers the benefit of my years 





ROARIN’ RICK'S 


chained to the drawing board -- including 
all the unconscious complexes I've devel- 
‘oped over my career?”” Roarin’ Rick envi 
sioned a new kind of ‘RARE BIT 
FIENDS', more lavishly executed than 
his first ‘sketchbook prototypes, distrib- 
tuted to the masses, offering readers a 
direct link to the most. primitive reptilian 
levels of his mind! 

Roarin’ Rick’s employer was appalled. 
He couldn't believe the Roarin’ One had 
taken time from his overburdened dead- 
line schedule to work on such foofrah. 
But when he saw his artist;'s productivity 
rise from eleven to twelve books a month, 
even he had to agree. Roarin’ Rick had 
developed a way to spend even more time 
fat the drawing board. Affable Al tried 
many methods, including hypnotism, 
drug therapy and electro-shock stimula- 
tion, to direct Roarin’ Rick's newfound 
output away from ‘RARE BIT FIENDS’ 
and into more Sizzling Sixty-Three Spec- 
taculars, to no avail 

‘After the Roarin’ One's nervous col- 
lapse, his psychoanalyst was not surprised 
that the patient’s unconscious mind re- 
sisted such attempts to control it, citing 
studies done on the dreams of concentra- 
tion camp inmates during the court hear- 
ings. And now, armed with a judge's 
order giving him the right to dream 
whatever he wants, Roarin’ Rick is back 
fat the board, fast asleep, cranking out 
new and exciting pages of RARE BIT 
FIENDS’, Look for it in 1994 from KING 
HELL PRESS! 








FAMOUS ARTISTS ROARIN’ 
RICK DREAMS ABOUT 





Marilyn Monroe 
Roy Lichtenstein 
LM. Pei 
Brigitte Bardot 
Boody Rogers 
Don Van Vliet 
Sophia Loren 
Bob Dylan 
Toulouse-Lautrec 


KOU 


RAIRIS Isiir 


ENDS a 


TM & © 1993 RICK VEITCH 


MOONS OF 
MERCURY / THERE 
ARE OTHER MYSTERY MEN. 
IN THE TIME-STREAM! 
COULD THEY BE RATZI 
AGENTS SENT TO. 


KIDDING? Nov 
EVEN UNCLE ADOLE 
WOULD BE SAP ENOUGH 
TO TANGLE WITH THE 
VICTORY VAN6UARD/ 


THE VICTORY. 
VANGUARD! OF 


THEY WERE A SUPER V/_ONE MISSION INVOLVED. 
SOCIETY I JOINED IN TRAVELLING IN TIME TO HELP 
THE 40'S, ALONG WITH AMERICA'S WAR EFFORT, AND 
THE FIGHTIN’ IT RECALL MEETING SOME FUTURE 
FURY, KING ZERO, ADVENTURERS*! iN, 

AMERICAN BEAUTY FACT, RIGHT ABOUT 

AND THE ORIGINAL Now, Z SA’ 

HYPERNAUT / 





f MERCURY /THERE 
ARE OTHER MYSTERY MEN 
THE TIME-STREAM! 
ULD THEY BE RATZ/ 
AGENTS SENT TO 


KIDDING? Nov 
EVEN UNCLE ADOLF 
WOULD BE SAP ENOUGH 
TO TANGLE WITH THE 

VICTORY VAN6UARD/ 


THE VICTORY 
VANGUARD! OF 
COURSE | 


7 ONE MISSION INVOLVED. 

SOCIETY I JOINED IN RAVELLING IN TIME TO HELP 
THE 40'S, ALONG WITH AMERICA'S WAR EFFORT, AND 

THE FIGHTIN’ I RECALL MEETING SOME FUTURE 
FURY, KING ZERO L ADVENTURERS®! iN 

AMERICAN BEAUTY . FACT, RIGHT ABOUT 

AND THE ORIGINAL Y Now, Z SAY 

HYPERNAUT/, 





AMI GOING GooFY ? 
HE CAN'T BE ME... T 
MEAN, T CAN'T 
BE HIM! 


TOO BAD 
THERES NOWHERE 
WE CAN QUESTION 
THEM! T BET THEY 
WOULON'T GIVE 
ME THE COLD 
SHOULDER. 


I'M TRYING TO 
REMEMBER WHAT 


SOUNDS CRAZY, 
BUT I REMEMBER 
US FINDING A 
HUGE COMPLEX 
FLOATING IN INTER-, 
DIMENSIONAL 


G, 


MEAN 
SOMETHING 
CIKE THAT? 


8Y ALL THE 
SUNS! BEHOLD 
THE MARVELLOUS 
THAT Ee CRAFTS AND 
ITMAYBE CHARIOTS 
IE WE TAKE He ALREADY 
DOWN THERE WE GATHERED 
CAN GET OUR 


HERE! 
BEARINGS | 


THEY'RE 
ZANDING/ WE'LL 
FOLLOW THEM 
IN_ OUR 
FUTUROSPHERE!| 
PERHAPS THEN No TWO 
WE'LL FIND ARE THE SAME, 
AS IF THEY'RE 
ALL FROM 
DIFFERENT 
TIMES Of 
PLACES !Ler's 
MAKE INTRO- 
DUCTIONE AND 
FIND OUT 
WHERE WE 
ARE! 


SO YOU'RE ME IN TWENTY 
YEARS TIME, HUH? WELL, T MUST 
SAY T'VE AGED PRETTY WELL! 
MAYBE EVEN FILLED OUT 


HMM! THAT'S STRANGE! 
YOU'RE CLEARLY NOT 
THE SAME ME, AND YET 
YOU SAY YOUVE NEVER 
HEARD OF THE GUILD 
OF HYPERNAUTS? 


\ 


Se OK 


TM AFRAID 
NOT! T HAIL FROM. 
MERIDIAN CITY ON THE 
PLANET MERCURY, 
OBSERVING EARTH 
FOR THE MERCURIAN 
By) SCIENCE POLICE}! 








HMM! SOMETHING NO NEED 10 GET GROUCHY, —— 
YOU BIGLUNK/ T'LL ASK Soy 
THIS PASSER-@Y | 
— 4 


CAN WE Qui — 
INCONSISTENCY ( BEATIN’ OURGUMS HANDSOME | 
ONE DAY / AND FIND OUT 
WHERE IN HECK 
WE ARE?? 













4 WE'VE JusT 


THis 16 THE LOBBY V/ TM THEBLUR OF N 
concLubep our VNU 


OF ALTERNITY! \T'S6A " BaRTH ALPHA, BY 
THE WAY! THIG [5 
BLUR-BOY AND THE 

A BLUR OF BARTH 

BETA 












WORLDS! 





THIS 

S/eNB0ARD 

SHOULD TELL YoU 

UNAS WHICH DEPARTMENT 

YOU NEED...50 IF 

YOU'LL EXCUSE 
Us... 










oF 
COURSE, AND 
THANKS | 








I6uEss 
NEEO THE PasT 
AND FUTURE DEPART- 
MENT ALONG THIS. 
WAY, WHILE YOU NEED 
THE PARALLEL WORLDS 
DEPARTMENT ALONG (ij 
THATAWAY! 





you Too, 
FIGHTING 










BOY, THAT SURE BROUGHT » SO YOU SEE, MY X-RAY 
BACK MEMORIES !T.... GOSH DARN INDUCED SUPER-SPEED caNn'T 
IT! I FORGOT TO TELL 4 | LOCATE EARTH ALPHA 


I 
BONS |p ARE CURRENTLY 
THEY HEARD “ INACCESSIBLE DUE 
You, LOVER-B0Y! |7 TOAN INFINITE: 
CMON, LET'S FIND OUR Be cRisis' WAIT OVER 
INFORMATION DESK! ge THERE, PLease! 


Y your gest ger i 
(370 ASkour | 


OMNISCIENT |i] 
MAINTENANCE ||! 
STAFF DOWN AT | 
















WELL.UH, WERE Y THEY'RE A FOURSOME 
Nov ExAcTLY | CALLED MYSTERY, 
SURE WHICH ~ INCORPORATED ! 
EARTH WE 

NEED! WE'RE 

SUST LOOKING 






I’M AFRAID 
I'VE NEVER 
HEARD OF 








(BUNCH 
OF WON 
ENTITIES! 















AND, IN BAY YOU WANT TO CARRY 
FOURTEEN» STRAIGHT ON UNTIL YOU 
REACH THE ALEPH, THEN 
TAKE A LEFT! AFTER THAT, 
IT'5 THE SECOND, MAYBE 
THIRD CONTINUUM 
ON THE RIGHT ! 


you Have NI 
OUR GRATITUDE, 
VIGILANT ONES" kp 


Now Vi 
THAT THE SON OF 
GREAT OSIRIS: 
(S FOREVER IN 
Your DEBT! 





FRIEND HYPERNAUT SPEAKS. 

FAST, TRULY ! THIS ROCKY LANDSCAPE 
COMRADES! WE Age DON'T KNOW! (S ALREADY KNOWN TO ME / 
MATERIALIZING IN (T SEEMS 

NEW AND UNKNOWN. SOMEHOW THAT CARVEN B-euT 
TERRITORIES ! COULD FAMILIAR... PRECIPICE AHEAD MUST (T Looks 
THIS BE OUR SURELY BE MOUNT RUGH- | DIFFERENT 
DESTINATION 2 MORE WHERE WE HAVE FELLAS, THERES 
OUR CITADEL ! SOMETHING 
WRONG 
HERE! 





INFRAGIRUS RIGHT | THOSE HEADS: AL CAPONE, WI) INSTEAD OF AMERICA'S 
(TIS MOUNT RUSHMORE J JOHN WILKES BOOTH, BENEDICT GREATEST PREGIDENTS,IT 
BUT LIKE WE'VE NEVER ARNOLD, BILLY THE KID.» COMMEMORATES AMERICA'S 
SEEN IT BEFORE |! GREATEST VILLAINS | WHAT 
KIND OF WORLD HAVE WE 
STUMBLED ON HERE? 








I KNOW NOT, NOBLE HUH! LooKS THERE'S LIGHT 
U.6.A, SAVE THAT IN LiKE WHO- W aHEAd THOUGH 
SOME SMALL MEASURE EVER LIVES HERE IT DOES NOTHING 
IT (5 LIKE OUR OWM!! EORGOT 70 PAY THEIR | To DISPEL THE DARK 
ELECTRICITY BILL!\1'S JA NESS THAT T SENSE 
PITCH BLACK! WITHIN THESE 
i WALLS 


——- __. 
SEE HOW MY 
SOLAR STAFF 
STILL OPENS UI 
A HIDDEN DOOR 
WITHIN THIS: 
EDIFICE 


MINN 


27 LZ 


7: 





BRRR'Vou'ee NM Pus portraits or pun? 
NOT KIDDING! Vl GEN6HIS KHAN ANO WHAT IN 
THESE ARE THE \\ HITLER! WHO OWNS TARNATION 
BADGES OF DEAD } ) THIS PLACE? ney 
LAW OFFICERS 
ARRANGED 


LIKE TROPHIES! 4 uae 


HERE, CREW, 
IN THIS 
MEETING 
ROOM ! © 
THINK D'VE 
FOUND THE 
ANSWER: 
‘TO Your 
QUESTIONS |! 


BEATS ME! 
| LET's See Wwuar's 
THROUGH THIS 
DOOR HERE. 


HEY, AHRIMAN ! 
SOUNDS LIKE SOME- 
ONE'S BUTTIN'IN ON 
OUR TOMORROW 
GANG MEETIN'!! 


$650 THEY DO, HIROSHIMAN! WY tue SAME GOES 
WELL, THEY SSSHALL FIND THE Jf FOR ME AND SHE-/MI 
PERSIAN DEMON OF DARK. —_] THESE SAPS LOOK LIKE 

NESS WAITING FOR THEM! ff THAT G00DY-GOODY 
VERSION OF OUR PALS 

MALICE INCORPORATED 
WHO PASSED THROUGH 

Sy) RECENTLY? 


DA!COMPADE 
IMP |S RIGHT! 50 
SPEAKS U.6.5.R. 
THE ULTIMATE SOVIET 
‘SUPER ROGUE !! 


LISTEN, WE'RE NOT HEH! HEAR THAT? 
LOOKING FoR TROUBLE NOT ONLY DOES: 
JUST FOR SOME PEOPLE [al THIS GUY LOOK LIKE 

\ "CALLED MvSTERY A TOKIC SLAG-HEAP, 
\ INCORPORATED /HAVE 


HE'S GOT THE 
VERBAL SKILLS 


YOU SEEN THEM?, ~ 
TO MATCH !! .e 


LET'S SEE 


THEY 

LEFT AWREADY! 

ANY WAYS, WHAT'S 
(TTA YOu? 


YA LAUGH OFE 
A RADIOACTIVE 
RIGHT FROM HIRO- 
SHIMAN!T CALLS IT 
MY FALLOUT SPECIAL!| 





FALL OUT, 
SPECIAL,HUH? WELL, 
FRIEND, YOU AND ME 
HAVE DEFINITELY 
JUST FALLEN OUT! 

T'M THE N-MAN, 
INCIDENTALLY wv 


AURIMAN ! 
TI HAVE 
HEARD OF 
You: A 
DEITY HELD 
SACRED BY 
THE ZORO- 
ASTRIANS , 
BORN OF THE 
DARK AST 
AM BORN 


5550 SSSHALL 
I DEvouR you, 
HORUS, SSSURE AS 
NIGHT DEVOURS THE 
SSSETTING SSSUN |! 


MAN SPEAKS 
WISELY ! 
MAKE FOR 


THING, HOWK- 
HEAD! CATCH 
YOULATER YOU 
COMMUNIST 
CARBON 
copy 


Tete 
Bake W rasa 


FoR STANDS FOR 
NUCLEAR, | NEVADA , 
BECAUSE = WHICH IS 
RADIO~ WHERE T 
activity | COME FROM! 
yusT AND RIGHT 


OH, 
YEAH? LET 
ME FINISH BEATING 
ON BOMB-HEAD HERE 
AND TILL WIPE THE 
FLOOR WITH ALL 
You CREEPS! 


THERE! 
LIFT-OFF,., ANO 
NOT A MOMENT 

100 $00N/ TM 6LAD 

TO LEAVE THIS EVIL 

PARALLEL WORLD, 
EXCEPT FORONE 


HRUDOY 


ag (T STANDS 
FOR NIGHT-NIGHT, 
NEUTRINIUM 
BREATH |! 


ISN'T TIME! 
MYSTERY INCOR- 
PORATED HAVE 
OBVIOUSLY BEEN 
AND GONE!LET'S 
FOLLOW 
THEM! 


WELL, THE REST OF 
YOU ENCOUNTERED 
NEGATIVE VERGIONS 
oF Yourselves, / GUESS 
BuT NOT ME! TM JUST 
curious 
agouT WHAT 
AN EVIL HYPER- 
NAUT MIGHT 
6E LIKE... 


HALT, 
INTRUDERS! 


‘CONTINUED AFTER NEXT PAGE 





SENSATIONAL SIXTY-THREESWEATSHOP SECTION! SENSATIONAL SIXTY-THREESWEATSHOP SECTION! 
A FAINTLY FRIGHTENING FARRAGO OF FACTS, FANCIES AND FRANKLY FRAUDULENT 


FABRICATIONS FOAMING FEVERISHLY FROM THE FONT OF FABULOUSNESSII! 








ITEM! Face Forward, fawning ones! Who should 
we find frequenting the foul and fetid loor-space 
forced to function as foundation for the feeble 
facade that is the Sidy-Three Sweatshop but that 
fragrant, fashionable and, first and foremost, foxy 
fountainhead of femininity, FABULOUS | FLO 
STEINBERG!) Some of you may recall FABU- 
LOUS FLO from her days with our constantly 
confounded competitor, Mutant-Addled Recycled 
Vigilante Enterprises, Limited! (And incidentally, 
without wishing to put too fine a. point on it, have 
ya noticed how many of THEIR books sorta 
Temind ya of OURS? Draw your own CONCLU- 
‘SIONS, compulsive ones!!) Anyway, FABULOUS 
FLO, we can coyly confirm, had casually called at 
‘ur cranium-clutchingly claustrophobic cloisters to 
convey her crucially.coveted | CONGRATULA- 
TIONS on our cunningly-crahed cascade of clued- 
Jn comic-community crowd-pleasars!! That's cor- 
‘ect, cringing onesi! And even though our own 
KOOKY KANDI DeVINE came over considerably 
Crestfallen, crushed and cowering in the company 
Of this classy COUNTESS OF COMICS, all of us. 
fellas found FABULOUS FLO to be the funny, 
feisty and fascinating femme fatale who's fea- 
tures, formed from finest fancy, fanned the first 
{aint fickering flames of our formative fantasies! 
Furthermore, trenetic ones, we fought ferociously 
to fashion it so that FAB FLO felt herself to be 
firmly foved in familiar furnishings, and found that 
females have as favored a footing in the firma- 
ment of funnybooks 9s ever! Why the moment 
‘she sashayed through the screen-door of the 
‘sopping, steaming and stunningly sordid Saty- 
Three Sweatshop, we made her right at home 
“Felicitations, Fabulous Flo!" we chorused, "How 
about a cup of colfee?7" And ya know WHAT, 
worthless ones? We didn't have to tell her where 
the cups were kept or ANYTHING! What a gall! 


ITEM Gather round, grovelling ones, and get the 
‘goods on the gumgrinding galaxy of groovy 
GUEST-STARS parading through the penultimate 
ages of the pulse pounding periodical presently 
pressed in your pawil A painstaking perusal of 
pages 20 and 21 In this potentially perfect 
publication will provide a plethora of power-packed 
Personages, prudently and properly protected by 
the patents of their perpetrators, proudly presented 
ppost-scriptum to prevent possible pecuniaily puni- 
tive protests of plagiarism from the pertinent 
pparties!! From left to right. roughly speaking, we 
have CUDDLY COLLEEN DORAN's delightful A 
DISTANT SOIL, DANDY DON SIMPSON's beety 
‘busty BIZARRE HEROES, DETERMINED 
DAVE SiM's cynical Cirinist-slayin’ CEREBUS, 
SCHOLARLY SCOTT McCLOUD's unbelievable 
UNDERSTANDING COMICS, BEATIFIC 808 
BURDEN's flamboyant FLAMING CARROT, 
CHARMIN’ CHESTER BROWN's young yearnin 
self in YUMMY FUR, ELEGANT EDDIE CAMP- 
BELL's bottie-beltin’ deity DEADFACE a.k.a. BAC- 
CCHUS, and ROARIN' RICK VEITCH's mind-meltin’ 
MAXI-MORTAL! And that aint i, arxsous amigos! 
Just let your lovely opulent orbs orbit over the 
likes of IVI’ JIM VALENTINO's. never-to-be- 
forgotten but nevertheless necessary NORMAL- 
MAN, MANIACAL MICHAEL GILBERT's monster 
‘mutlatiy” and _mutant-mashin’ MR. MONSTER, 
FREAKY FRANK MILLER's scathing SIN CITY, 
LEGUME-LOVIN’ LARRY MAROER's botanical 
Brady Bunch in BEANWORLD, JUNGIAN JIM 
WOOORING's fabulous FRANK feelin’ dreamy 
about death, STURDY STEVE BISSETTE's toothy 
terrible (his appetite, not the comic!) TYRANT, and 
last but never least, that lethal LIBERTY’ lady 
Martha Washington from FREAKY FRANK 
MILLER and DASHIN' DAVE GIBBONS’ soon- 
to-be-seen sequel to GIVE ME LIBERTYIII They 
fall appear here with the permission of their 
Creators, of course. Gander at these glosious 
glimpses and then go, get thee hence, and get 
them in your grimy grasp at your local comic 
‘shopll! Tell “em we sent ya, Sahibit 
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‘much out of our cheery chats and charm 
Chin-wags as / did! Of course, | realize that isn't 
very likely, since according to my artful and 
‘avarice-accomodating ACCOUNTANT | came 
‘ut of this with a couple of hundred big ones 
‘and all you got was six comic books printed on 
tollet paper Even so, in some sappy, screw- 


everyone 
‘oblique and unfathomable way, Is hoped, 
‘might increase your admitedly slender chances: 
‘of impressing girs! Friends, its a frank and 
formidable fact that fostering fond fantasies in 


TEM! in addition to the roster of rascals 


Ball 
lee 


i 





Ing possibilty that at some point in posterity we'll 
Perhaps playfully pick up our pantheon of 
pointedly pre-modern para-humans and parade 
‘hem provocatively in some pristine publication, 
Persuaded by your plaintive prayers and pleas 10 


EF 
£3 


He 


ua 


riveway! | shoulda...but anyway, 
‘wanna hear my problems! So for now, Sahib, 





ITEM! Honest honorable hosanah-bearers, we 
could Just Honu-hug the whole heroic hunk of ya 
for all the wondertul, witty and wacky wisecracks 
that wing our way each and every day in the 
magnificent and massive mailbags! We persis: 
{ently pant all we can, but sory to say somebmes 
but only SOMEtimes ~ we erngingly ery cause 
we can't print ALL of ‘em. Hey, @ huge and 
heartfelt “Hoo-haht" to all of those saucy Sixty- 
‘Three soothsayers whose mighty missives: 
missed the boat Ike curious creepmeistar COF- 
FIN JOE, of, comfortably closer to home, cuddly 
CHRIS Cantrecaiisname who attended the CH 
CAGO-CON "Retrocomics” panel this summer 
{and immediately atined us @ lovely, iting letter 
‘only to have slope-browed slop-artist STURDY 
‘STEVE BISSETTE stupidly slip Chris's crisp 
correspondence into the ecular hie! Never fear, 
Chis, ‘slug-ike Steve has been suitably sbipped, 
slapped and sulied! Special secretive salutations 
to SatyThree_ sycophants Doug Winter, F. Paul 
Wison, Nei! Gaiman, Michael "Where's Our 
SWAMP THING Movie Royalty Checks?” Usian, 
Diana Schutz, Alan 8 Goldstein, and al the othet 
Stolar superstars who soled thet echedules wth 
Sily ana sometimes peeudonymous senbblings t 
the sweatshopll You know who you are ~ Your 
An-Awards have siready anivedit 


SURRENDER 
AT ONCE, MICROBES, 
OR FACE THE 
DEVASTATING WRATH 
OF «4, THE 
ORGITEER | 




















SUPFERIN’ 
STRONTIUM !T 
SURE HOPE YOU'RE 
SATISFIED NOW 


SI s HEAD } 


HEISENBERG ! 
THAT THING MUST 
BEAS BIG. AS A SMALL 
MOON, WITH HARDWARE 
ON A SCALE I'VE NEVER 
DREAMED OF |! 


WE CANIT! WE HAVE 
MORE VAST TOFIND THE HOLE IN: 


THAN DEATHLESS RA 


THOUGH 
ft SEEMS 
SUICIDAL, (F 


CRUSH OUR FRAGILE 
CRAFT IN PYNCERS 
HUGE AS BUILDINGS | 
HOW MAY WE 
AVOID IT? 


INUUM AND MY SENSORS 
SAY (T'S RIGHT AHEAD! 





WE WANT TO 
GETOUT OF THIS 


| SHADOW-WORLD,WE 


HAVE TO FLY 

STRAIGHT 
"AT THAT 
THING!! 








You SEE, THE SPACE- INCREDIBLE! HITTING THAT 
HOLE 1S SOMEWHERE BETWEEN 1 BUT SPACEWARP HAs PUNCHED 
US AND THAT HURTLING BiG Boy AHOLE STRAIGHT THROUGH Jf 
HORROR | WE'RE SMALL HERE |S GOING hf PREPARE THE CREATURE'S CENTRAL 
 TOHAVETO f coRTex! 


ENOUGH TO GO 
THROUGH IT 


PREPARE TO 
DIE, MORTAL 


aa ae I'LL STEER THE TOMORROGILE 
FALLING PLANETOID, 50 THAT 
WE ZIP UP THROUGH iT WHILE 
ITHURTLES DOWN 
AROUND US ! 


mm ALTHOUGH 
T CAN'T SAY THE 
SAME FORTHE MONS: 
TROUS MOCKERY OF 
MOUNT RUSHMORE 
THAT'S BELOW 
us! 


HOLD 
TIGHT, EVERY- 
Bopy! Were HEADING Vy 
INTO THE SPACE- 
WARP... AND WHAT- 
EVER WAITS 
BEYOND // 





We're 
ENTER- 
ING ANOTHER 
PARALLEL WORLD! 
MAYBE WE'LL FINO 
MYSTERY INCOR- 
PORATED HERE! 


INFRAGIRL SPEAKS 
TRULY! WE ARE IN 
NEW YORK, ANO YET 
SOME DREADFUL 
CATACLYSM HAS 
OCCURRED, THAT 
NOTHING LIVES SAVE 
VERMIN / 


AGREED... ALTHOUGH 
T CAN'T HELP 


REMOTE POSSIBILITY 
CAME TRUE HERE 
AND CAUSED 
ALL THIS! 


You BETTER 
HOPE NOT , 
PIPSQUEAK! THE 
TINGLING \N MY 
HIDE TELLS ME 
THERE'S HEAVY 
RADIATION UP 
AHEAD ! 


\-IS HORRENDOUS! 
WORSE, THE SENSORS IN 
MY, UH, COSTUME TELL 
ME THIS IS 1963 ,NOT 

SOME FAR FUTURE 

PERIOD |! 


WELL, WHATEVER: 
HAPPENED, MYSTERY 
INCORPORATED CAN'T BE 
HERE ! LET'S MOVE ON TO 
THE NEXT WORLD FAST! 


T Guess 
WEILL NEVER: 


[| HOLY SMOKE! THE 
BIG LUG WASN'T 
KIDDING ! WHAT THE 
HECK HAS HAPPENED Je 
HERE ?? 


CHRYSLER, 
BUILDING 


THIS IS CRAZY !! 
THE LAST FIFTEEN 
WORLDS WE'VE VISITED| 
HAVE BEEN SMOL— 
DERING NUCLEAR 
WASTELANDS 


ALGO, THIS 
INDICATOR |5 
(MALFUNCTIONING!| 
IT GIVES THE TIME: 
PERIOD OF THE 
WORLD WE'RE 
CURRENTLY 
ENTERING AS 








STILL, AT LEAST 
THIS PARALLEL 
ISN'T RADIOACTIVE ! 

IT'S INHABITED, 

AND 


7 LANOW THIS PLACE 
WE'RE IN DALLAS AT 


THE PRESIDENTIAL 
I\ MOTORCADE, WHERE 
I Was Tust 
RECENTLY! 
Hurey, 
pavio rece! 
THE CAROUSEL 





CAN WE HAVE 
ACCIDENTALLY 
RETURNED TO 
OUR OWN EARTH 
IN SOME WAY, 
A FEW DAYS 
INTO THE 


I DON'T 
THINK SO, , 
600D LOOKIN’! 
WHEREVER WE 
ARE, THIS 
ISN'T OUR? 
EARTH... 










su JUST TAKE 
A'LOOK DOWN 


BY Isis, 
WHAT ASYLUM 
WORLD 15 

THIG? ALL 
MANNER 
OF STRANGE 
BEINGS ARE 


THE SONS: “A 


ALEC HIDELL 


B/_ IT'S Nor 
Pay] THE wort 
WE'RE LOOKING 
FOR! LeT's 
carey 


9 On; 






























TH-THAT 
INSANE 
WORLD, AS IF 
CREATED BY SOME 
BRILLIANT BUT 
TWISTED FORM OF 
SUB-GENIU6! THANK 
GOODNESS WE'RE 
BACK IN INTER- 
DIMENSIONAL 
SPACE! 









DON'T 
COUNT YouR 
BLESSINGS TOO 
SOON, LITTLE 
GIR! Look 

AHEAD! 












RON ae 
7 Sie 


MU6T BE THE ALEPH 
THAT THEY MENTIONED 
BACK AT THE LOBBY OF : 
BACK AT THE LOBBY oF tees yf coReEcT IT SHOULD BE 
FROM WHICH ALL. r THE ONE STRAIGHT 
OTHER POINTS ARE T THINK THE f m AHEAD OF us! 
Visible! ff _iman BOWLING 3 : z HOLD STEADY, 
Y bali Here is SAVING oe Sy CAPE 
THESE ARE WINDOWS TO \ > 
OTHER UNIVERSES,..BUT TuST 
ZOOK AT SOME OF THE 
JOKERS INHABITING 


ANDSOME, BECAL 
WHat WE'RE LOOKING 
FOR IS RIGHT THROUGH 
ONE OF THOSE 
PERPLEXING 

PORTALS | 


ay 





BECAUSE 
WE'RE GOING. 


WELL, THIS SEEMS 
To BE THE PLACE, BUT I 
DON'T LIKE THE Look 

OF IT! THE LIGHT 

HERE, ,, EVERYTHING 

LOOKS SO HARSH 

AND VIVID! 


WE ARE ARRIVED, AND YET 
WHAT PLACE |S THIG ? ITS ASPEC 
IS MOST DISMAL, AND ITS SMELL 
15 LIKE THE STABLES. 
OF THE SPHINX! 


THING FEELS: 

WRONG ABOUT THIS! 

HOLD TIGHT WHILE 
T PUT HER 


a 
AYE! WITH 
EVERY SORDID 
DETAIL MORE DISCERNIBLE ! 
CAN THIS DEBASED VILE 
LANDSCAPE BE 
AMERICA? 


IT'S AN AMERIC 
1 AND MY DEVICES 
SAY THE BACKGROUND 
RADIATION HERE MATCHES 
THE TYPE WE FOUND 
ON MYSTERY MILE ! 


THEN THIS 1S /T...THE 
PLACE WE HAVE TO LOOK 

FOR MYSTERY INCORPORATED ! 
T'D KINDA HOPED \T'O BE 
ANOTHER FALSE LEAD! 


THERE'S TusT 
SOMETHING ASOUT 


Nes 


N 


“ 
i 
|: 
IT SCARES: A 


ME, FELLAS 
THIS PLACE 


THIS PLACE! WHY, HECK, Soa) REALLY ScARES 
ME 


TNEVER THOUGHT You'> i 
EVER HEAR ME SAY THIS, BUT, 





AT LAST 
TM BACK, OUT 
FROM THAT 
NEXUS-POINT OF 
NEVER-WAS ANO 
MIGHT-HAVE- 


ail 
di) 


Z~_ BEEN, 


AND SPEAKING 
OF THE OTHERS, 
EVIDENTLY THEY 
AREN'T HERE 

yet! 


STILL,NO 
MATTER! THEY 
WILL BE HERE SOON 
ENOUGH, AND IN THE 
MEANTIME, T CAN CHANGE 


OUT OF THIS HINDERING {J 


UNIFORM | 


WH- WHERE ARE WE? T 
REMEMBER STARTING OUT IN 
THE MAYBE MACHINE CHAMBER, 
AND THEN THAT LONG 
STRANGE TOURNEY, 


1, BUT WHAT 
HAPPENS NOW? NOW 
THAT WE'VE REACHED [Um 

THE END OF THE 
tine? 


AND BETTER STILL T'VE 
COME BACK WITH THE PRIZE 
THAT I WAS SENT FOR! IN 
THis BOX, T HAVE THE MEANS JA THE 
TO SUNDER WORLDS ! OTHERS 
WILL BE 
envious 


WHEN 
T'VE DONE THAT, 
PERHAPS WE'LL WATCH 
THE SCREENS AND SEE 
HOW THINGS PROGRESS | 
HOW DOES THAT SOUND, 
MY LITTLE 
HOSTAGE? 


THE END OF THE LINE? 
WHY, YOU RETROGRADE 
LITHLE RUNT! You 
REALLY DON'T HAVE 

A CLUE, 00 YOu? 


THIS: 
(ISN'T THE 
END OF THE LINE! 
IN FACT IT'S 
QUITE THE 
REVERSE, , 











Dear Affable Al, 

I really loved The Tomorrow Syndicate #8, “Fear Is 
A Fossilized Fiend"! I loved it when the Ammonite 
made Infra-Man attack Infra-Girl. That was neat! 
When are we going to see the return of The Kommu- 
nist Kollective (Amputo, The Red Brain, Comrade 
Cockroach, and Iron Curtain) in these pages again? the 
last time the Red Brain tried to take 





more matchless might to the peerless power of The 
Tomorrow Syndicate? until then, I'll Be Sure To See 
Wes Sixty-Three! Sincerely, 

John Seavey 


2077 Emerald Lane 
Eagan, Minn. 





Sure you will, supine one..’specially when we 
supply the spine-spraining specifics of our soon- 
to-splashdown ae tek ecial, the downright 
dome-denting DOUBLE IMAGE EIGHTY PAGE 
GIANT!! Not only will you weep in wonder to 
witness the way that your wildest of wishes work 
out when our wall-walking warrior THE FURY 
meets up with that mildly magnificent menage of 
miracle-mongers, MY: RY INC, but you'll 
trickle with touching and tremulous teardrops 
when told that the two titles touched on up to} 

will be teaming together towards a tremendously 


talked-about tryst with the truly terrific TOMOR- 
(OW SYNDICATE! Not only THAT, but there 
may be a bountiful BIT-PART for one of the 





boisterous BADDIES you've bothered to bring to 
our noticel! (It’s not the Iron Curtain, who, if you 
remember, was melted down after his fateful 
falling out with Berlin Wally, but beyond THAT, 
believer, we're afraid we can...say no more!!) 


Dear Mr. Al, 

Your writing is making me sick! Don't get me 
wrong! I LOVE your wonderful comics! But for the last. 
few months or so, Ive noticed strange symptoms while 
reading certain titles, The first occurred during THE 
TOMORROW SYNDICATE #8 when I began to itch 
while reading “Fear Is A Fossilized Fiend’. Durinj 
“The Thrall of the Threatening Three” in THE FURY 
#11, I developed my first hive. An ugly bumpy itchy 
rash broke out all over my body while reading "Where 
Wait the Writhing Wraiths of War” in MYSTERY INC 
#20. But the very worst happened in the first para- 
raph of “Als Amphitheatre’ in the latest TALES 

"ROM BEYOND. After reading the first 95 words -- 55 
of which began with the letter M -- I began to wheeze, 
my entire body began to swell until my throat closed! | 
had to be rushed to the hospital where they performed 
an emergency tracheotomy and placed me on a 
respirator! Only after I was filled with cortisone for 
aye did I begin, to breathe on my own again! The 
doctors diagnosed my condition as a rare allergy -- to 
alliteration!!! They warned me that I had to give up 
Sixty-Three comics or the next 8-pager could be my 

0 please, Al! Stop the alliteration!!! Or at least 

to three and four-word runs. I've started 
desensitization therapy and I can handle those now. 























end if fo 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTERS TO: 
‘SEND IT TO THE SYNDICATE 
PO BOX 2210 

WEST BRATTLEBORO, VT 05303 






But if you go on longer than that, gosh knows what'll 
happen. I might die!!! Don't let’ this True Believer 
down! Awaiting your reply, 

P. Frank Winslow 

662 Rolling Dune Way 

Blech, N.J. 


Well, wobbly one, we wouldn't want Whimpering 
Winslow to wane and weaken woefully when 
wounded by the wit, wisdom and wizard 

whipped out weekly by our whacky wazir ol 
wonderment! Wayfarer wed weep. wail, and 
whine like women at such wicked and wanton 
wastage! We'd wheeze, waver and whiten worry- 
i y, we wouldn't wonder if we warranted 











Greetings Affable One, 

I must admit TALES OF THE UNCANNY is 
probably my favorite in the 1963 line. I'm not so much 
a fan of U.S.A. (though I do have a major affection for 
the stories set in the Forties, and hope one day you use 
them to feature crossovers with Fightin’ Fury, Victory 
Vanguard, King Zero, Indian Rubber Sam, or the other 
characters you used to publish), but the rnaut is 
one of the greatest heroes of all time! The idea of a 
whole guild of heroes, each from a wildly different 
world, is just so...original! But what really makes it 
special is the mathematical villains like the Trig Trio 
and of course his “opposite number” the Supersphere 
(though I've never been crazy about Hypotenuse Hal, 
his name is silly and I've never been convinced that his 
vectoring ability should be that much of a threat). 
Anyway, while the math’s in “It Came From Higher 
Space” was well done, I think the itive science was 
a bit lacking. First off, compare the scene in which 
Hypey is ing in information in his Intelligence 
Tank, to the scene in which he replays that informa- 
tion in the brain of the 4-D Man. You've never made it 
clear exactly how the Tank works, but I can think of 
only two options: (j)Hypernant's on-board computer 
plays back edited radio and television broadcasts the 
way some people do with subliminal learning ee " 
that’s the case rey laying the information inside tu 
4-D Man's brain should have had no effect, unless he 
had ears in his brain! That's pretty improbable! (ii) 
Hypernaut's computer translates information directly 
into neural impulses. These would have to be specifi- 
cally tailored for Dan Stevens’ brain structure (as 
humans are what we call “computationally plastic’). 
Discharging this might cause the 4-D Man a consider- 
able headache, but he wouldn't have been able to 
anal it as “information”! Better luck next time. 
Funny that this should pop up in the same issue which 
featured the return of the repulsive Red Brain! But 
brain tissue doesn’t have nerve endings the way the 
surface of the has, so a creature made of solid 
brain tissue instead of normal flesh would probably be 
sort of numb all over, not unbearably sensitive to 
physical pain. Until the Hypernaut mans a lens, gets 
drunk on a Black Sun cocktail, colors his lantern 
fren, or warps into a smithy..Make Mine Sixty- 

ree! 


Mikel Norwitz 
39 Clifton Road 
Clapton, London 

















“Make Mine Sixty-Three”? Sorry, Sahib, but that 
doesn’t alliterate! As for your slightly snooty and 
Superior suggestions of some. snivelling and 
scarcely significant slip-ups, we'll simply suffer 
ourselves to state that even though the deceased 
but digitally duplicated dome of Dan Stevens 
might have to receive neural impulses on a 
certain frequency, our bearing-brained battler of 
bad-guys could broadcast those transmissions on 
whatever frequency he desired!! As for your 
reasonably rottenly-researchedribbing regarding 
the Red Brain, while the information that you 
quote is true of robust and muscular American 
brains, it almost certainly doesn't hold true of the 
comparatively cringing and cowardly “custard of 
consciousness” contained in communist crani- 
ums!! Oh, and incidentally, we beg to differ of the 
matter of Hypotenuse Hal: If you remember the 
Trig Trio’s walk-on part in “Terror on the Tun- 
dral™ (see TOMORROW SYNDICATE #5) then 
ou'll recall how when attacked by both Mystery 
incorporatedand the Tomorrow Syndicate, Hypo- 
¢ Hal was able to mimic the powers of the 
straight-laced CRYSTALMAN and the faintly old- 
fashioned U.S.A. by being equal to the sum of the 
squares on the two adjacent sides!! That's not a 
speciality to sneeze at, Sahib! Say No More!!! 


























‘DIOJA KNOW DEPT Didja know delectable and defintely OASHIN' 
DAVE GIBBONS, dapper demon of the drawin” board, has gracefully 


Pontes 


li 

i 
Hila 
iis 
Hy 





Dear Affable Al, 

1 know I'm writing too late to have my letter 
printed in “Mails to the Uncanny”, but I found a 
mistake in TALES OF THE UNCANNY #44 and I 
want to claim my Anti-Award! I've just picked up on 


this groovy comic and have been searching for all the 
back issues. On page 4, though, the Red Brain told 
U.S.A. that he had grown stronger since last they met, 
which you footnoted as being in TALES OF THE 
UNCANNY #103. Very confused, I went down to my 
local newsstand in case I missed it, and Mr. Sneedley 

said that it wouldn't arrive for another five years! if 
was quite impressed that you actually have the book 
written so far in advance, but then I realized it must 


be a mistake! Or maybe the Red Brain has visited the + 


future recently!! The only explanation is that the Brain 
travelled into the future taxing his brain powers, so 
that he was much weaker. Fortunately, U.S.A. was 
still around to defeat him and sent him back to our 
time! Of course, U.S.A. was too busy fighting to say 
anything about the Brain's confusing remark, and he 
had just been blasted pretty heavily. So do I get an 
Anti-Award or not? I have already cleared a space for 
it on my mantelpiece next to the Hypernaut model 
that I put together. I also thought that “Double Deal in 


Dallas” was really cool and the ending was neat! I 
can't imagine what things will be like in 1993, but if 
e time travel by then, I can't wait! Maybe by 
n, I'll be able to understand what the Hypernaut is 
always talking about! In response to Ron Herskovitz's 
letter... KEEP QUEEP!! He 3 making me laugh 
with all his antics, and the Hypernaut needs him 
around to balance his seriousness and to keep him 
human!! Thanks for resting my letter and I'm await- 
Unt 














ing my Anti-Award anxious! til the Red Brain gets 
a headache...over his entire body (!), I'll always see 
that It’s Sixty-Three! 


Edward Douglas 
27 Orchard St, #13 
New York, N.Y. 


As Eagle-Eyed Ed has so elegantly educated us, 
the fallacious footnote so falsely featured should 
in fact give the issue in question as TALES OF 
THE UNCANNY #38! You get your Anti-Award, 
avaricious one, and our poorly-paid PROOF- 

gets a possibly perturbing PINK 
BREEZE in with her next PAYSLIP!! As for 
keeping Queep, YOU try keeping a multi-mouthed 
mutant monkey on the kind of salary they give 
out around here!! Sheesh!!! 








Dear Sixty-Three Savants, 

Wow! I just had to write and thank et s for the 
latest issue of MYSTERY INCORPO) ! It's the 
greatest thing since...well, since the last issue! But I'm 
really writing to beg you to bring back poe 
He can't be dead! at revealed in MYSTERY INC #12, 
Doc A can switch shapes with someone just by 
concentrating really hard on them, a nifty trick he 
learned from the E’geads (or the Eggheads as I like to 
call them, although my stupid brother calis the the 
Egads because he’s so stupid). Besides, we never did 
learn if Doc Apoc and the freaky Pharaoh, Tutses, are 
really the same guy! 

P'S. I thought it was pretty wild what the mystery 
menace did to Kid Dynamo, but then I learned from 
my older brother that the place the Kid is trapped in is 
based on computers! He said that computers use onl 
two numbers, 0 and 1, to work. I was pretty amazed, 
but I wonder why Affable Al didn't point this out. I 
usually learn s0 much from your comics. In fact, the 
it is 80 ope oye you could do a 

rs. On second thought, 
ell, I'll Be Sure To See It;s Sixty-Three! 
Shawn Evans 
1021 S. Des Plaines #406 
Forest Park, Ill. 














maybe not, 


A comic that’s just based on numbers?? Why, 
bless your heart, hopeful one, but the truth is 
that a comic based on numb: probably 
wouldn't reach issue three before it’s crestfallen 
creators were compelled to come crawling back 
and crank out calculated commercial crap about 
costumed characters constantly cavorting and 
clobbering each other! It’s a terribly tragic but 
time-tested truth, traveller! 


Dear Al, Rick and Dave, 

Who is strongest, the N-Man or Horus? The N-Man 
is pretty strong because he's radioactive, but on the 
other hand, Horus is pretty strong because he's an 
Egyptian god. So, as far as I can see, what it all comes 
down to is whether being irradiated makes you 
stronger than being Egyptian, or ile 
we're on the subject, who is strongest, Rick or Dave? If 
they had a fight, who would win? The same goes for 
Rocky and Bullwinkle. I mean, sure, Bullwinkle’s 
pretty big and the Rorkster would definitely be 

ighting out of his weight class, but the little guy is 
fast, which might make all the difference! And what 
about Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis? T sure hope you 
guys can answer these questions for me, so that if I'm 
ever called upon to take sides in a fight involving one 
of the above duos then I won't choose the wrong guys 























and get my rear end kicked. At the moment, I'm sort of 

inclining towards Horus, Dave, Bullwinkle, and Dino, 

but what do you think? Your pal 
Lary Wilnick 

43 Mesmen Boulevard 

Buffalo, New York 


Well, it’s a tricky one, traveller, and you should 
remember that while toughness is telling in 
tussle, tactics and teamworkcan turn the tide!! If 
you recall, when the TOMORROW SYNDICATE 
angled with thelr opposite numbers inthe 
KOMMUNIST KOLLECTIVE, they won the battle 
by SWITCHING ENEMIES 30 thi 
were confronted by adversaries for whom they 
were not prepared!!What we're saying is, what if 
Jerry got a gun and just shot Bullwinkle while at 
the same time, the N-Man punched out Dave 
Gibbons? Horus might not be ready for Roarin® 
Rick’s wickedly wielded white-out, and if Dino 
already had a couple of drinks under his belt he 
might not see Rocky until the razor-toothed 
rodent had remorselessly ripped his throat out!! 
A scary scenario, Sahib, to be sure! We wonder 
how the rest of our rollicking readership regard 
this riveting riddle? 








the red rogues 




































Dear Affable Al, 

k under your desk or behind the door or even in 
your closet, guys! Those creepy Commies have wended 
their way within your welcome walls without warning, 
waylaying all weasel-watching weapons of wisdom to 
ventilate the very ventricles of valor! How else can you 
explain the fact that my letter in the last ish of TALES 
OF THE UNCANNY was published without some of the 
words I wrote to you???” And those words (which were 
supposed to come’after that final “Or’) were none other 
than: “Havana Tim! Or maybe even that loathsome 
livery of Lenin-loving lackies, Red Flag, Hammer and 
Sickie!” Time for naw loyalty oaths, Double A! 

jurable Doug Winter 
34 Riviera Drive 
Granite City, Ill 





Poug. we hate to disappoint you, but despite 
having a couple of fine short stories and antholo- 
gies of horror writings under your belt, we're 
afraid that you're actually one of the readersthat 
we made up. What we do is we get names out of 
the phone directory,switch the addresses around 
a little and BINGO! Another letters page finished! 








Anyway, you'll appreciate that given your nebu- 
lous nature, we just don’t give much of a darn 
about the point you raise, but we hope that your 
singular shortage of sul ce won't interfere 
with your enjoyment of our awesome adventures, 
oh apocryphalonel! 


Dear Affable Al, 

I just had to write to you because I went and forgot 
what the Six Steadfast Stations of Sixty Three-dom 
were! Could you tell us them again, only this time 
more slowly? 





Sheldon Welz Jr. 
54 Gov. Melcher Lane 
Milton, Mass. 





with the same innards but different covers. 8. 
P.P.P.P. (Persistent Parental Poverty Producer) - 
willing to steal from own mother to purch 

issue Zero of DIXIE'S DATES. 4. EEE! 
indlessly Exploitable Enthusiast) 
issues of TALES OF THE UNCANNY featured thi 
first appearances of the different Hypernaut 
bodies, and will come and work for us without 
pay when they finish High School. 5. N.N.N.N. 
(Nail Nibbling Nerdy No-Life) - Anyone lucky 
enough to have had more than one mi: 
printed on our lilting letters page. 6. F. 
(Fruitcake - Frisk For Firearms) - Gu: 
twitch at conventions who Bi 
form but without any 
enses with any 




















To Whom It Does Concern: 
Re BAY OF PIGS COMBAT LOCKER SET as 

advertised in your comics magazines. Ordered as per 
instructions 1 March 1961. Made payment in un- 
marked currency. Set arrived and put into play 17 
April 1961. All components -- Operation Zapata, S 
Force, Brigade 2506, the noble flotilla, technical 
advisers, E. Howard Hunt, etc. -- intact; but... the air 
ing. Please advise. 

Theodore Shackley 

Station Chief 

Miami, Florida 





We're sorry, Theo, but just like we told you when 
you wrote in last year complaining that the 
and exploding beard in your “Krazy 
\t Kit” didn’t work, Sixty-Three Produc- 
tions is not liable for the shortcomings of its 
advertisers. The same goes for G. Bush of Wash- 
ington D.C. and his complaints about a recently- 
paebe -d self-help booklet entitled “Campaign 

speech Get Re-Elected the Boleo Way!!” Sad 
to say, Sahib, you're on your own! 











‘SORRY & SADDENING SIXTY-THREE SIGN OFF SECTIONII! 
‘SAY IT ISNT SO} Can this REALLY BE THE LIVIN" END? 


(Three 
conclusion|! SAY NO MORE 
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STURDY STEVE 
GROWS OWN TALE 


STURDY STEVE BISSETTE, THE SLOWEST CAR- 
TOONIST IN HISTORY, HAS BEEN STRAINING 
TO GROW HIS OWN TALE FOR YEARS — OVER 
TWO HUNDRED AND SIXTY MILLION YEARS! 
Working with the speed of an advancing ice age, 
iteve has arely enough time to grow, OW, 
g-r-o-w the tale of TYRANTINo, no ~ it’s not & tale 
about Affable Al! It’s the tale of a Real Reptile — 
Tyrannosaurus Rex, amazing prehistoricmonster 
weighing over 5 tons, bristling with 8 inch teeth 
capable of biting through bone, ravenously de- 
vouring any helpless prey within reach — no, 
we're not talking about Affable Al! This is about 
'YRANT! The most vicious editor — er, uh, 
predator ever to walk the Earth! The story 
Affable Al forbade Sturdy Steve to tell — because 
it meant he'd blow off even more 1963 deadlines! 
The comic book series that meant Affable Al 
would have to find some other sorry stooge to 
sponge and shine the St; gan Sixty-Three Sweat- 
shop spittoons! TYRANT) The wretched, whining 
excuse Sturdy Steve gave to Affable Al time and 
time and time again!! TYRANT!! The tale Sturdy 
Steve was born to draw! Buy the first issue and 
Steve will grow another, and another... endlessly. 


Sturdy Steve is growing a tale 

to enjoy — and what a tale it is! T) 
Evolving out of the primordial slime of your loc. 
comic book shop in 1994, from SPIDERBABY 
GRAFIX & PUBLICATIONS— 


Catch TYRANT before TYRANT 
catches you! 


TM & © 1003 STEPHEN R. BISSETTE 











